LEONARDO DA VINCI
spotless white linen and tinder a dark red cape o'f an-
cient Florentine cut that reaches to his knees. On his
head is a black velvet beret, unadorned. His physical
strength has already distinguished him, and he has be-
come known as an excellent marksman with the bow, a
superior horseman and swimmer, and a master of fenc-
ing. He is left-handed, but one biographer says, **With
this left hand of his, in appearance as soft and slender
as that of a young woman, he can bend iron horseshoes
and twist the tongue of a brazen bell; yet, drawing the
face of a beautiful girl with the very same hand, he
applies transparent shades, in charcoal or pencil, with
touches as light as the quiverings of a butterfly's
wings/'
But this describes only the outer man. Underneath
these external characteristics a rare personality has been
forming. It is by no means all virtue without fault.
He has developed a charm which radiates from him in
conversation as well as in the touch of his brushes. He
is kindly, but hardly affectionate. His real passions
have already begun to find expression in intellectual
work rather than in human relationships. His kindli-
ness, however, extends to all living beings. It has made
him a vegetarian and given him a solicitude even for the
life of insects. In spite of this personal kindliness, he
is the detached scientist whenever he is observing. He
will not harm a man or beast of his acquaintance, and he
detests war, calling it "the most bestial madness/* But
as a young scientist he would invent machines oi war,
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